CHAPTER XVIII FIGHT FOR WATERLOO BRIDGE
The last of "T\URiNG the year 1931 William Orpcn, my brother-ill-Orpen and LJ law, fell ill, so dangerously ill, we soon heard, that he was Ricketts unlikely to survive, To the last he clung to life and, habitually industrious, to his work, 1 have not missed a day here from work (trying to!)' were the last words I had from him, Indeed, his zest for painting was constant. He could always be depended on for a reliable portrait; indeed, 1 doubt whether he ever made a failure, and many of his portraits are brilliantly painted. He could riot be put beside John as an interpreter of character, of women's especially. But he had an individual whimsical mind which found early expression in his Hamlet and his Rtrm$% ancl in the drawings with which he illustrated his letters, Portrait painting absorbed him, to the neglect of his more fanciful gifts; true, he returned to these during the war, but coulcl not rise to the full tragedy of the war scene. He was at his best at Versailles, His studies of the statesmen and generals there present were masterly, above all those of the young airmen, generally done in a single sitting: and he showed a keen appreciation of the bitter scene in the Hall of Mirrors.
Then came the news of Charles Ricketts's death. The friendship of Ricketts and Shannon was a famous one, and his grief over Shannon, who never recovered from the concussion, due to a fall from a ladder while hanging pictures, undermined his never robust health. Shannon lived on, but his reason never returned, Ricketts was the last of the artist scholars, His all-embracing connoisseurship had the solid 160